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This old roof from the shrine, and, insecure,

The nesting swallows fly off, mate from mate.
How scant the gardens, if the graves were fewer !

The tall green poplars grew no longer straight
Whose tops riot looked to Troy.    Would any fight

For Athens, and not swear by Marathon ?
Who dared build temples, without tombs in sight ?

Or live, without some dead man's benison ?
Or seek truth, hope for good, and strive for right,

If, looking up, he saw not in the sun
Some angel of the martyrs all day long

Standing and waiting ?   Your last rhythm will need
Your earliest key-note.    Could I sing this song,

If my dead masters had not taken heed
To help the heavens and earth to make me strong,

As the wind ever will find out some reed
And touch it to such issues as belong

To such a frail thing ?   None may grudge the Dead
Libations from full cups.    Unless we choose

To look back to the hills behind us spread,
The plains before us sadden and confuse;

If orphaned, we are disinherited.

I would but turn these lachrymals to use,

And pour fresh oil in from the olive-grove,
To furnish them as new lamps.    Shall I say